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Jason was nervous about this business meeting. He hadn't had to attend one in person in a long time. He'd just 
participated through speaker phone and kept it as impersonal as possible. Not that he didn't want to see the 
others, but seeing all of them together, at the same time, that was different. 


Metallica was not only a band, but a business. And Jason, although no longer a member musically, still held a 
position in the corporation. His insight was not often needed, and more rarely asked for, but this time his 


presence was requested. Kirk had called and asked him to come. 


RK 

"Why?" 

"Because we need you to’ 

iia 

Kirk sighed over the phone. "He wants to see you” 

FEKE 

He hadnt seen James in a long time. Hell, he hadn't spoken to him in a long time! And walking into his hotel 
room, he wasn't sure if he was ready to. Why now? Why, after all this time, did James want to see him? 
These were questions that Jason had asked himself all the way to San Francisco, but only James held the 


answers. And Jason was willing to bet that he'd never get them. 


He unpacked his one suitcase and decided to let Kirk know he was in town. He dialed Kirk's cell, shifting 
nervously from one foot to the other. 


"Kirk here.” 

"Hey bro. 

"Jase! How's it going?" 

‘lm here.” 

"Seriously. How are you?" 

"No, | mean, l'm here. In San Fran" 

"Oh!" Kirk laughed. "Good. How was your trip in? Do you want to get together for dinner or something?" 
"Um, honestly Kirk, | don't think so. I'm kinda tired." 

"You don't have to lie to me Jason. | know something else is bothering you." 
Jason smirked into the phone. "You know me too well Hamlet.” 

"Talk to me man. What's up?" 


"I'm nervous.” 


"About what?" 
“Seeing James." 


Kirk sighed. "Jason, he really wants to see you. | know you're worried about it, but you shouldn't be. He's 


changed. | swear he has." 


"That's what | keep hearing. | just don't get why he wants to see me so bad. He's said everything that needs to 
be said. So have I. Its done." 


"You'll have to get those answers from him. | just volunteered to get you here." 

"Thanks," Jason said dryly. 

Kirk chuckled. "Sure you don't want to get dinner with me?" 

"Nah. l'm gonna order room service and just chill. I'll see you tomorrow.’ 

"Ok man. Later." 

Jason hung up the phone and scanned the room service menu. After placing his order, and being told it would 
take 45 minutes, he decided to jump in the shower. The trip, plus all the worrying about James and this 
meeting, had his nerves in a shambles. A long, hot hotel shower was what he needed to calm them. 

He had just wrapped himself in his robe when room service knocked. Sitting down to his meal, Jason realized 
that he really had no appetite. He was worried. He'd said a lot of stupid things to the press. Both sides had. He 


was afraid that once they all got in a room together, rather than being able to act like the businessmen they 
were, they'd start a screaming match ending with him getting the shit beat out of him. 


There was another knock at the door. Jason answered it, and got the shock of his life. 


"James...hi.” 
Larger than life, and filling his hotel room door. Clad in a simple white t-shirt and jeans, and smiling. Not the 
"Evil Het" smile Jason was so used to, but a real smile. It lit James's face up in a way Jason had never seen 


before, and he answered that smile with his own 


"Hey Jase." 


Jason moved out of the door. "Come in man. It's good to see you." 

"You too." James noticed Jason's dinner on the table. "If this is a bad time | can come back later." 

"No! Um, | really wasn't all that hungry anyway." Jason set his mostly untouched dinner back on the cart and 
wheeled it into the hall. He came back in the room and stood looking at James. He wasn't really sure what to 
say, so he settled for bouncing nervously from foot to foot. 

"Some things don't ever change", James chuckled. 

"Huh?" 


"You can't keep still for more than 2 seconds Jase. You still bounce around like that." 


Jason's cheeks flamed. He wasn't even aware he was doing it. He moved to the bed and sat down. "| guess | do." 


He looked down at his hands. 
"You've cut your hair again" 


Jason ran his fingers through his short curls. "Yeah. Everyone kept telling me | look younger with short hair. | 


can't tell either way, but its easier to deal with like this." 

Neither one of them remembered conversation being this difficult. What had happened to the days when they 
could talk to each other about anything? Were things so bad that they had to resort to talking about a 
haircut for God's sake? Jason propped his elbows on his knees and dropped his chin into his hands. 
"Dude, are you ok? You're acting all weird and shit" 

Jason took a deep breath. "No l'm not." 

"Not ok, or not acting weird?" 

"Not ok...look, it's no big deal. I'll be fine." 

"Jase, what's the problem man? Is it the meeting? It'll be fine. We're all cool with seeing you." 

"Its not just that James." 

"Then what is it?" 


‘Its you," Jason said. He raised his head to look directly at James. 


"Me?" 


"Kirk said you wanted to see me. | don't know why you do, but that's what he said. Is it true?" 
James studied his hands for a moment before looking up to meet Jason's gaze. "Yeah. It's true." 
"I don't get it. Everything's been said that needs to be James. What's left? | don't think you left anything out 


the day you told me it was over!" The spite in Jason's voice edged over into hurt. "And | know | didn't leave out 


anything the day | left the band," he whispered. 


Really.’ 


"That means a lot coming from you. | just wish.." James got up and walked to the window. "I wish we could just 


go back, you know? There's so many things I'd change. So many things." 


Jason walked over and stood behind James. He reached out tentatively and touched James's shoulder. "It's ok. 


Look, we've all fucked up. It's not an exam, you just get through it best you can and go on. And you have." 


"But | hurt you in the process. Of all the shitty things I've done, that one hurts the most Jase. | never wanted 
that." 


"I know James. We both did some lousy things to each other. And I'm sorry." 
"Please don't say you're sorry. | fucked it up. lim supposed to be the one apologizing." 


James turned and took Jason in his arms. "I'm so sorry Jason. | wanted you to come here so | could finally get 


the chance to say it" 
Jason wound his arms around James's back, pulling him close. "I's ok. | forgave you a long time ago man. Don't 


worry about it anymore." 


They hugged in silence, feeling the bond they shared reappear. The bond that they developed over years of 
friendship. The bond that was tested on several occasions. The bond that was stretched thin, almost to the 
point of breaking. But it was still there. They both could feel it. They still fit together so well. 


James finally broke the silence. "I have to tell you something.’ 


"What?" Jason murmured against James's chest. 


"What is it? You know you can tell me anything.’ 
When James spoke, it was a hoarse whisper. "I still love you." 


Jason looked up into James's eyes, and what he saw there shocked him. Those ice blue eyes that, in the past 
had hidden every emotion, were now laying bare James's very soul. Jason saw everything, the love, hurt, even 
shame. And this, more than anything, made him realize just how much James had changed. His brain reeled at 
this revelation How many times had he imagined this moment? Too many to count. And now that it was 


happening, he had no idea what to say. 

James took his silence for disgust and began pulling away. He'd waited too long and now he was going to have to 
pay for it. Tears welled up in his eyes, but he wouldn't allow them to fall. Being rejected was one thing, but he 
wouldn't allow himself to be humiliated on top of it. 


Jason, however, wasn't about to let him go anywhere. He tightened his grip around James's middle. "Where do 


you think you're going?" 

"Let me go Jase." 

"No way! You aren't going to dump that on me and just walk off!" 

"Jason, seriously. | get it. You didn't want to hear it and I'm cool with that. Just let me go." 

"James, listen to me. Please?" James stopped struggling and stood silent, looking at the wall. "Will you look at 
me?" James just shook his head. "Fine," Jason sighed. What could he say that would make James understand 
how he felt? 


*How about the truth?* 


He hated his conscience sometimes, but he had to admit it was right. It was the only way to make him see. 
Jason took a deep breath and said, "I still love you too." 


The words were barely out of his mouth before James's lips were on his in a bruising kiss. His tongue slid 
over Jason's lips, begging silently for entrance. Jason obliged, and was rewarded with a kiss that literally made 


his head spin. He clutched at James's back in an attempt to keep from falling. 
James broke the kiss. "You ok?" he breathed 


"God yes," Jason sighed. He kissed at the smooth column of James's neck as his hands roamed under his t- 
shirt. He found James's nipples sharp under his touch, and he couldn't resist pulling at them. James growled 


low in his throat as Jason kept at his ministrations. James wound his fingers in Jason's auburn curls and pulled 


him up for another scorching kiss. 


They made their way towards the bed, falling with James on top. Still kissing frantically, James managed to 
undo the belt of Jason's robe and pull it open He had forgotten how much he loved to look at Jason's naked 
body. He was built so different from himself. Jason was lean, smooth muscle. He paused to run his hand across 
Jason's chest, lightly brushing his nipples. Jason arched up into his touch. James wanted to enjoy this, but he 


knew neither one of them could hold out for very long. 
As if reading his mind, Jason said "Just come here and fuck me.." 
| want it to be special Jase. Let me show you that l'm sorry.’ 


"You already have," he said. Jason reached up and cradled James's cheek in one palm. He leaned up and bit at 


James's lower lip. "Now | want you to fuck me like you mean it" 


James stood and hurriedly stripped. He laid down between Jason's spread legs and resumed kissing. He could feel 
Jason's cock throbbing between their stomachs. He reached down and cupped it gently, loving the way Jason 
arched into his hand. James pulled his mouth free and ran his teeth down the smooth skin of Jason's neck, 
pausing to nip at the base. 


"No teasing James, " Jason groaned. "Please!" 


With those words, James bent and took all of Jason's cock in his mouth. Jason bucked hard off the bed, almost 
gagging him. James grasped his hips and held him still, working his beautiful cock slowly until Jason was almost 


crying for release. 

"Suck it James..oh God that's it..harder..please..harder." 

James obliged and was soon rewarded with Jason's hot cum spilling over his tongue. He swallowed all Jason had 
to give, savoring the taste he had been so long without. He kept licking until Jason, his flesh over-sensitive and 
tingling, pushed him off. 


"Fuck me now, James. | need you so bad, babe..." 


Jason reached for James's cock, spreading the leaking pre-cum up and down the shaft until it glistened Then 


he laid back and pulled James down into his arms. "Love me James," he whispered. 


James knew Jason wasn't prepared for this, but neither one of them cared. He wanted to take it slow, but 


Jase had other ideas. "It's gonna hurt baby," murmured James. 
"| don't care. We've waited too long..just do it!" 


James positioned the head of his cock at Jason's entrance. No matter what Jason wanted, he just couldn't dive 


in without trying to make it easier. He stuck two fingers in his mouth and got them good and wet. Jason 
watched, eyes shining with desire, at the show James was giving him. James slid his fingers into Jason's crack, 
lightly fingering his hole. Jason jumped and tried to push down on his fingers. 

"Patience Jason," James teased. 

"Hurry, Het..| can't take much more of this!" 

James slid his fingers home in one smooth stroke, scissoring gently. When he felt Jason fucking his hand, he 
knew it was time. He slid his fingers out and positioned his cock at Jason's entrance. Holding himself at the 
base, he slowly pushed the head inside. Jason hissed through clenched teeth. 

"You're so tight baby...you feel so good," James whispered. 


He moved in further, loving the friction, but worried he was hurting the smaller man 


"You ok?" he panted. Jason didn't answer, just gripped James's hips and pulled him down, forcing him the rest 
of the way in 


"Oh God! Oh fucking God..James... 


"Jesus..you're so fucking tight, Jason!" James started thrusting slowly, letting Jason get used to him all over 


again 

"Nobody but you," Jason breathed 

"What?" 

"Nobody but you James. | haven't been with any other man Just you. 
"Christ. love you so much... 
The only other sounds in the room were muted groans and the slapping of flesh. James knew he had to be 
hurting Jason, but he couldn't stop. He grasped Jason's renewed erection and began to pump it in time with his 
thrusts. He was getting close and he wanted Jason to come with him. 

"Come on Jay..come for me, baby!" 


"Yes James...yes... YES!" 


Jason clamped down on James's cock as his orgasm ripped through him, coating James's chest. James 


continued thrusting through Jason's tight heat until he tumbled over the edge. 


"Fuuuuuuck!" he roared in his best Hetfield growl. He collapsed on top of Jason, who just held him until the last 
spasms subsided. 


"I love you James Hetfield," Jason said with a tired grin. 


James rolled to the side and snuggled Jason up to him. "I love you Jason Newsted," he whispered into his hair. 


He kissed the top of his head as the two of them drifted to sleep. 


They both knew the future wasn't going to be easy, but neither one of them cared. All that mattered was 
right there in that hotel room. They loved each other. And that was enough. 


